Kilwich And Olwen.

"Oh my beloved son, oh dear,
"Go not away from me, me fear,
"The miLky cheeks and bones tender,
"Still babbles slender unlimber

"Disobey step-mother's notion,
"Her rancourous proclamation,
"Unrely on her cursing phrase,
"Repudiate her malice rage.

"Oh dear $fclwich, unattain age,
"To risk for Olwen to marriage,
"Her malignat brother's daughter,
"Her malevolence to slaughter,

"Confidence of her mal-notion,
"Unbetray of her nigh vision,
"Contrives her vital and vigour,
"To accomplish her ends meagre
"Prolific prayers of the mob,
"To birth and blessing of God you grab,
"Compassed your decease mothers move,
"Wanted me find a shurb on grave.
"With two blossoms on it to grow,
"Waited forlong, long time to know,